


\W eburied Rudy thismorning. It was drizzling: the sky was uniformly
leaden.

When the vicar invited Rudy's mother to look at the flowers, Tina
Strossner edged forward to the lip of the grave and peered
short-sightedly at the daffodils some children had thrown upon the
coffin. Then, out the corner of her eye, she noticed the bouquets,
ready to lay upon the grave, and she redlised that these were the
flowers she was supposed to be admiring.

She stepped towards them and her foot dipped on the edge of the
grave. Sail fel with ahollow sound upon the coffin.

One cannot help but remember such moments. Long after the eulogies
have faded, countlesstrivid incidents remain. We uncover them again
by accident, and with atwinge of embarrassment, as one might
remove a crumpled paper poppy from awinter overcoat.

After the service Tinacame over to me, to thank mefor being here.
"Sorry | waslate," | said. "The train was cancelled.”

"How are you getting back?'

"I'veareturn ticket."

"Drive back with me."

| looked at her. | could not read her expression.

"I think the weather's clearing,” she said; she wastrying to encourage
me.

"l suppose,” | replied. | didn't want to talk. | was fedling light-headed,
confused. The fugues had started up again.

"Mease." Shetook hold of my hands. "It would be good to have
company.”

Tindssster had laid on asmple funeral med for us. We ate outside,
in the back garden. Above us, the clouds broke up and dissolved. She
and | sat by the pool. It was covered in green plastic strawberry
netting, "to keep the hedgehogs from drowning." The lawn wasthin
and brown. Tind's Sster had sown expensive seed, but it had proved
too delicate, and unsuited to the sandy soil. It was choked in moss,
itself brown and dead. Y ou could crumbleit to dust with your fingers.

Tinatook me by thearm as| was absently digging up alittle pile of
moss. "Maureen?!

| smiled at her. "It'sdl right," | said. "I'm awake."
Tinasmiled back, embarrassed. "Sorry."

She was worried for me. She shared my medical condition, and so
she knew what to look for in the onset of afugue.
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Let us know what you think of infinity plus - e-mail us at:
sf@infinityplus.co.uk

support this site - buy books through these links:
A+ Books: an insider's view of sf, fantasy and horror
amazon.com (US) | Internet Bookshop (UK)
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